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YOUR CHANCE 1 
By Dora Christianson 
Preliminary Student in Bellevue Training School, New York 

Ye women who thrilled when war was declared, 

Who felt a just pride in the eagle who dared 

Sweep majestically down with a resolute cry 

And challenge the buzzard who threatened our sky, 

Ye women who cheered the long lines marching by, 

And envied their privilege to fight — yea to die 

For the flag, while the thought of the glory of death 

In such cause clenched your hands and quickened your breath, — 

At the feet of your country you loyally knelt, 

Asking, "What can I do?" Oh, I know how you felt. 

Ye meant it, ye women, — and spared neither time 
Nor money, nor work, in your efforts sublime, 
To help the great cause, — nor reckoned your loss, 
And you felt it an honor to wear the Red Cross, 
And who will condemn you, if into your hearts, 
There crept the desire to be counterparts 
Of your brothers in uniform, khaki and blue? 
It was only the feminine instinct in you. 

Ye women, — ye same, — whose brave hearts thrilled before, — 
Do ye not hear the cry of distress at the door? 
The buzzard is maimed, but his ally's at hand, 
And the vulture of death circles low o'er our land, 
Have the heart-broken cries of the women of France 
Dulled your ears to the sob of your neighbor, perchance? 
Must the moan of despair come from over the sea 
In order to kindle our warm sympathy? 

Let the khaki be worn by the men who must fight ; 
Your work can be done in the gingham and white. 
You will wear a white apron with quite as much grace, 
And a red cross means much on a mask o'er the face, 
You who longed for a chance to fight hand to hand 
With the foe, braving death, do ye not understand 
That the worst foe is here? and so here is our chance, — 
For all of the fighting is not done in France. 

Ye women who thrilled with fine purpose before, — 
It is now you are needed, for this is our war. 

1 These verses were written a few days before Miss Christianson's death from 
pneumonia during the recent epidemic. She was a graduate of the University of 
Wisconsin. 
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